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Some Tips on Photography: 


1. Keep your eyes, ears and heart open, the pictures will 
find you. 

2. Stay fit, walk fast 

3. Be respectful of strangers on the street. If they don't like 
being photographed, don't photograph, move on. There 
will be many many more. 

4. Do not carry too many things when you are on the 
street, carry a simple and small camera. Try not to 
attract attention to yourself. 

5. Learn to blend in and disappear. 
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ABOUT GLOMAG 

GloMag is the coming together of poets in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions - and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the poet gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the poet's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you are 
sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and you 
turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands still, 
and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but these 
beautiful verses, expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances 
in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, it sways and 
chants. Somewhere someone is telling you about duality, 
someone tells you about a forlorn house without music, 
someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 

And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still 
there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 

Glory Sasikala 

The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 

© All rights reserved. 2015 

BACKGROUND MUSIC: "The Poet and I" by Frank Mills 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xl-hcqfVieA 



PREFACE 


Prasanna H (alias PP) 

(Every which way I connect to people, I question, 'what?' to 
the part of me that does not understand. And I ask, 'what 

else?' to that which does.) 



As a reader, contextualising the writing has always been 
intimidating for me. And then there is the form, 
understanding the nuances, the words and connecting them 
to make (intended) sense. I fear adherence to form makes 
most of the writing restricted and elitist. But, personalisation 
through subjective viewing (reading raises the question of 
interpretation) delivers a more functional and enjoyable 
result for me. Though simplistic, this level of reading (viewing 
with minimal interpretation for basic understanding) helps 
me create a niche for receiving writing, irrespective of form. 

Many works are read as an imperative, they are always 
published. This is not because of how different they are, but 
how same. They have come to be representative of a singular 
reading experience. I try to read different representations; I 
follow experiences and their expression. I read one 


representative work of an author/genre/experience and 
move on. 

Poetry, where the onus is on expression, puts the individual 
at the forefront. Poetry seems to me more malleable than 
other forms. The poet generally talks about one unifying 
experience. For me, the poem begins at the middle of the 
experience, singular though it may be. The experience of 
writing transforms the expression throughout the poem, and 
vice versa. So, I presume to meet the poet half-way, changing 
with the experience itself and expression. 

As a writer, I think much of the struggle is external. Mostly 
with form, and also with the rewards of writing. Form is a 
threat to reverie, to image, if it seeks conformation. To suit 
this form, the writer bends and mollifies the imagery. 

At Glomag, poetry is its own reward. It is free, intense and 
personal. The grit, cunning and craft of the poet is not tested 
in form, but in expression. It is a challenge that poets here 
thrive on, because we come out for Glo. Glomag is Glo's 
proactive openness personified. With Glory, I have always 
felt at ease to express what I feel. I forget the words, the 
form. And by remaining true to the feeling, poetry becomes 
inevitable. I know I am received as I am. The nurture is 
unconditional, very much the mother's. At Glomag, poetry 
resonates with shared experiences. Every poem is 
unperturbed in its release and flow. The individual 
experiences come alive with the connection. As a fellow 


reveler, Glo brings out wit, fervour, quirk as much as other 
intense personal emotions. The good poet, they say, brings 
out the poet in the reader. Glomag brings out the best poet 
there is, the friend. So, I am sure you will enjoy this month's 
multi-flavoured treat. Get Set Glo! 


BOOK OF THE MONTH 


A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes 



An Anthology of 70 Poems by Five Poets: Sreelatha, Binu 
Karunakaran, Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh), Bini B.S., and Jeena Mary 
Chacko 

http://astrangeplacepotherthanearlobes.blogspot.in/ 

Comment by K. Satchidanandan, (renowned Malayalam 
poet who also translates his own work into English): The 

poems are mostly visceral, direct and palpably sensuous 
where the human body is central as a source of feelings as 
well as of metaphors. 

Excerpt From Review In Sunday Guardian (Sumana Roy) 

As teenagers discovering new uses for different parts of their 
bodies, my friends and I often spoke about our preferences 
for erogenous zones. All this knowledge was, of course, only 
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theoretical, the kind girls in a high school dormitory are 
limited to for want of experience. Our database, in life before 
internet, was old fashioned literature. Sometimes our claims 
were only for effect, again a teenager's creed — so someone 
thought a ponytail an erotic site, I claimed my hands my most 
private parts, and so on. But it was a roommate's words that 
have stayed on after all these years: she found a man 
touching a woman's earlobes terribly erotic. 

A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes, an anthology of poems 
by five poets, Bini B. S., Binu Karunakaran, Ravi Shankar, 
Mikim Bizii and Sreelatha, brought that memory to mind. For 
the "earlobes" in the title is a giveaway to the other strange 
places we shall discover about human bodies. The 
overwhelming sense I had after reading this collection was of 
discovering bodies in fragments scattered through the 
poems. 
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AN UNUSUAL TRAVELER 

A pair of bare feet, 

Walking a few thousand miles; 

Draped in saffron. 

Or not even a tiny piece of it sometimes. 
Dreadlocks and a long white beard, 

Are his fashion statements; 

And a Chillum paves, 

His stairway to the divine. 

Bauls, Baba, Monks and Muni 

Are the names, that he acknowledges worldwide; 

Traveling like an aimless vagabond, 

To outlandish destinations. 

Because the World, 

World is an illusion for him; 
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And life is a prismatic prison, 
To see it through. 


Due to his plagiarized imitators, 
Following the same cult; 

My trust delayed in recognizing him, 
His He in him. 

Until an unusual traveler arrived, 

On my door; 

And guided my way home, 

Ooh! I finally reached home. 



Aakash Sagar Chouhan: He is a Rourkela-based, Odia nomad; 
restlessly scribbling since 2003. An undergraduate, indeed a 
college drop-out; but now he is a contributing Author, a 
blogger, a prose writer, a Poet, an article contributor, 
Group's Admin of many Pages and Communities. He has been 
a proud contributor to a few anthologies by International and 
Indian Poets; books named as "Unleash the undead, 
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Wordplay: A Collection of Diverse Poems From around the 
World, Feelings International, A Phase Unknown - II, Kamala 
Das-Yes I am a Woman and Purple Flues. 

Apart from pouring his thoughts and himself on virgin papers, 
during his leisure time, Aakash is an observer, a dreamer, a 
philosopher. Fie likes to strum his Guitar and sing. Fie also 
likes to play and brush colors on canvases. Nevertheless, he 
reads a lot to dive deep into the words of Authors and 
mystical quotes said by long beard sages, Zen monks and Sufi 
saints of yesteryears. 
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WISHING WELL 

Often I sit, 

Looking out at emptiness 

Thinking thoughts that have never really been mine. 
Often I have seen so many visions 
Not ever fully formed. 

Just blurred thoughts 
Vague images 
Splashing like waves 
Vain visions - 
They break 
Shatter 

Into nothing now... 

On the sands of my mind 
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They have been 

But fleeting fragments of time. 

I try to hold on, 

Hang on tight 

For some of them are really nice 
And if they stayed long enough. 

Maybe, just maybe they would one day 
Become a smile. 

One day, they would become real 
One day they would be truly mine. 



Ameeta Agnihotri: First of all, I love to write. Then I love to 
travel, and write about my travels, including about the food I 
eat on my blog. Being a Food Critic, I have four food books to 
my name: The Times Food and Nightlife Guide. My restaurant 
reviews come out every Friday in the Chennai Times. Yes, 
life's good. My book is done. It was done five years ago. Am 
still trying to muster the courage to edit it. 
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Work: http://timescity.com/chennai 
Blogs: http://silentsensation.blogspot.com/ 
http://fascinatingtastes.blogspot.in/ 
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an evening creaks in 
touching shadows with a tinge 
of smile 

a slow release laughter 
aloe and wild grass shake to 
jazz moments 

tiredness breaks its shackles 
ran the curves of a distant sun 
words lost its way home 
as usual 

a poem unwound itself 
from an angle of your eye 
mdantsane bursts itself in a mayhem 
of another carnival night. 
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Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at 
East London, East Cape, South Africa. He lives in many worlds 
and narrates his life in hallucinatory stopovers. Words and 
images tend to amalgamate in many such strange journeys. 
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MELODIES OF DANCE 

A dashing gentleman 
Attired in a stylish suite 
His carved muscles 
Pronouncing his stature. 

An evening ball awaits 
A night of dancing 
To the rhythm of the 
Musical repertoire 
Entrancing the summer night 
Under open skies. 

His loving arms 
holding her close to him 
As they dance 
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he leads her gracefully. 

In harmony they dance 
Swaying to soul rhythms. 

The evening skies light up 
With a burst of fireworks 
Exploding with a myriad 
Of radiant colours 
A mesmerising spectacle. 

When her eyes close 
All she can feel is 
His strong arms around her 
Making her feel safe 
Enamoured by a 
perfect gentleman. 

His eyes reflect his joy. 

As he twirls her 
she responds 
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to his suave moves 


Like they were 
the only two 
On the dance floor 
owning the night 
into the morning light. 



Angela Chetty: She is a seasoned HR practitioner and an avid 
poet who lives in Durban, South Africa. Angela imbibes her 
work with a deep passion and belief that words can touch 
hearts and change lives. 

The depths of her soulful prose, cuts across different genres, 
talking to matters of the heart. Poetry is music for my soul; 
like oxygen, the breath of my life. 

In 2013, an Anthology of Poetry entitled, Heartfelt moments - 
A Treasure Trove was published. 

www.heartfeltmomentspoetry.com 
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COLLEGE CRUSH 

You must be thinking about me 
When you came out of the door 
To attend the class of physics 
That was held on the first floor 

I thought about you all the time when 
You were in a class in the down floor 
Looked at the watch again and again 
When you were coming to first floor 

As if unknown to my presence you 
Did not stand a while at the door 
Though my face was in your mind 
You were feeling a little shy I was sure 
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You were nervous as eyes fell upon me 
You went on climbing to third floor 
It was the time your heart went awry 
You realized you missed me on first floor 

We went on chasing and waiting 
Each other from one to other floor 
Sometimes passed a wink or a smile 
When we crossed each other at the door 

I came out from my hostel to speak 
Out my heart that I have not done before 
Decided to sit on the bench behind you 
When you came to the class on first floor 

It was not a mistake by you I was sure 
When once you ran up to fourth floor 
Where in search of a lonely place to read 
I had gone closing the gate of third floor 
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That day we sat close shedding inhibitions 
Promised from each other we run away no more 
The building echoed with a loud applause as 
Hand in hand we came down to the ground floor 


11 

Anil Kumar Panda: My name is Anil Kumar Panda. Tiku is my 
pen name. I was born in a small town, Brajrajnagar, in the 
state of Odisha, in India. I am currently residing here. I work 
as a mine surveyor in coal mines. I write short stories and 
poems whenever I get time. 
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FRUIT 


There is such light in the air, such wind, rain 
and the wonderful, wonderful dance we dance 
when children come to sing. 

There is such rough love of mother leaves, delicate 
kiss of squirrels that makes us blush 
and dew drops in the morning come 
to tease us pink till we burst. 

There is such velvet of sky we shall never 
touch, earth and its waiting baskets 
on hips of thin girls in stained sarees 
who cling gently, to us. 

There is the fear of falling. 

Of not ripening well, not well enough 
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to be loved. Picked but thrown 


away or worse, eaten without a thought. 

Fear of short memories, knives, prick of ice 
and too much sweetness. 

There is the memory of nectar though 
and hum of underground rivers; pretty 
sparkle of black road beyond and fat bees visiting 
from their pollen yellow lands. 

There is the promise of seed. Fertile 
soil, another mother grove, another 
spectacular season of plenty. 

There is no fear of dying. 



Anuradha Vijayakrishnan: Her poetry has appeared in Indian 
and international publications like Indian Literature, Magma, 
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Soundings, Orbis, Mascara, Asian Cha and Asian Literary 
Review. Her poetry has been nominated for Best of the Net 
and Pushcart prizes. She is a 2010 alumna of Western 
Michigan University's Prague Summer Program. Seeing the 
Girl, her debut novel, was published in 2014. 
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ODE TO THE AMERICANISED INDIAN ELITE 

Our stock markets jive to the Nasdaq and Dow 
When we see what we don't like we say "Holy Cow" 

We say "hey" when we should be saying "hi" 

I win somethin' big an' you gimme a "Hi five" 

The music we're likin' is hip-hop 'n' trance 
We're too busy "making out" to think of romance 
We say we're "good", when we should be sayin'" fine"; 
We speak New Yorkian without even tryin' 

We see more of that city than any of our own towns 
When we go and see a "K Jo flick" at any city mall 
You rule our heart, 

You rule our mind and you rule our soul 
And you do this America every day, 

Without going to the polls! 
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Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost 2 decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has - with 
quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends - 
been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse's dictats 
from time to time. 
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(pic by Archita Mittra) 


SUMMER DEATH 

(This first appeared in the Statesman, Voices) 

You know the sky is white 

Not because it's pure or washed clean, 

But because it's dead 
And covered with a shroud. 

You know the cold took you away, 

Like a gust of summer wind 
I knew, because you didn't come out to play 
Or eat from my hand. 

Instead, you shivered in your basket 
Wrapped up in mittens, 

You terrified little suffering yellow thing. 

You never had a name, little one 
And you never will. 
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I will remember the details. 

The trail of feathers, 

The dirty yellow, the eyes 
Blank as the starless solstice night 
You left. 

And I'd said good night 
Thinking you'd wake me up. 

The world is a tiny place 
The size of a picnic basket, lying 
Atop a shelf, and containing 
A dead duckling. 



Archita Mittra: She is a freelance writer, artist and designer 
based in Calcutta, India. A first year student of English at 
Jadavpur University, she is also pursuing a diploma in 
Multimedia and Animation from St.Xavier's College. Her 
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poetry has appeared in numerous publications and 
anthologies including Quail Bell Magazine, eFiction India, Life 
In 10 Minutes, among others. 
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A VAIN VOYAGE—A SONNET 

Being blinded by Life's fictitious and fascinating testimony, 

On the stage, I boast of flashy jingle, mocked by odd destiny. 

In the core exhausted, I feel how vacuum secretly seizes my 
psyche 

I play the clown, a self-observant Fool proudly posturing 
with ivy. 

Tired with this loud show, though you believe and I believe, 

I perceive often their tune, can't comprehend but conceive. 

I know not who they are, may be another Hamlin coming in 
the eve 

Murmuring to be away, to be far away from this frosty heave. 

I want to be wealthy in wealth of emancipation, free in flight, 
0, where is the hallowed terrain, Moses? the land of Light? 
Ah, what is not oasis in life, may be an oasis in trance retreat 
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Then it'll be better to gallop like a Knight at midnight 
moonlight? 


Papa, pats my pal- my innocent infant, where, where are you 
lost? 

Pats my another infant-my unvoiced father, his innocent 
tears bossed. 



Avik Kumar Maiti: ( email - itzakm@gmail.com) He is a poet 
and writer from Midnapore. He is a permanent ESL teacher at 
Belda Gangadhar Academy, West Bengal. He likes to travel, 
explore the locale with cultures, to drink life to the lees', 
passion in humanity and drenched in literature. He believes 
that God is there and one day everything will be fine again. 
He believes in the flame eternal that is within us, which may 
cause a miracle with just a sympathetic touch. 
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(God knows when: Arvind (dada) and me at 20/4 Aswini Dutta Road, Calcutta-700029, West 

Bengal-my home forever) 

THE YELLOW TIE 

A score of years have I depleted, 

Since I wore the yellow tie. 

Like a noose around my little neck, 

Squeezing a smile as papa said cheese, 

Hiding the half broken milk tooth 
In the shelter of a mouthful of silence. 

A blue suitcase filling the void in my fist, 

Along with dada completed the picture, 
half muffled giggles peeking through 
his curvature, beckoning some of mine. 

Time had me in tight embrace, with papa 
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Reaching to loosen my yellow tie. 


A flash of light ended the agony. 

Two smiling faces, a green patchy wall, 
where our shadows reposed while we labored, 
One half of the narrow green door, 

And the yellow tie limping across my chest, 
Had all become immortal. 

Patti was there, packing our lunch, 
Thatha smiled through the string of beads that 
hung across the picture on the wall. 
Amma, I think, was bartering with the milkman. 
Time was there too, egging us all, 

To let go of that one moment. 

Other moments swiftly drowned it. 
Added seconds that aged it to death. 

The patchy green wall had shed colors. 

The green door no longer opens for me. 
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Patti shares thatha's garland, 

And amma still barters with the milkman. 


The blue suitcase is probably 
the ashes that lit some sad soul's pyre. 

The brown bag, I must ask dada about it. 

The yellow tie is nowhere to be found. 

All is lost. 

But that one moment is mine forever. 

~ Time...I shall have my revenge 



Avishek Ramaswamy Aiyar: I was born and brought up in 
pristine Calcutta and lived the first 18 years of my life there 
before moving to Chennai for my undergraduate education. I 
eventually moved to the US, where I completed my doctoral 
studies in Chemical Engineering. I currently work as a 
scientist at IBM in New York. 
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__ At 

I dreamt every day 
That somehow, someday 
I would cross the ocean 
And start like a new season. 

Today I cross the ocean 

In a bundle of emotion 

With a toddler by hand 

And an old mother to help stand. 

Leaving behind debris 
Lived lives in memories 
I cross the ocean 
Without a destination. 
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Standing on the bank was no fun 
tepid under the noon sun 
earth, bare and exposed 
cracked and cratered 
in water drained 


lake. 



Ayshwaria Sekher/lcecamp: An International Relations 
graduate, but a reluctant practitioner. Searching about the 
self through practices that seem conducive to the naked eye 
but weathers the spirit. Believes in the conditional - 
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unconditional love of a dog and no other's. Extends reality 
from books and tries to achieve vice versa. Shuns from the' - 
isms' but cannot escape the brackets cast. A bundle of 
contradictions in short! 
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(A painting by Rene Magritte) 


THE ELEMENTAL RITES OF SENSES 

A nuptial rite 

You and I met in a nook of touch 
At the precipice of waking dreams; 

You shoved into my slumber 
A tongue of light 
Swords of serrated passion 
Thrusting, moving back and forth 
A wounded organ bled poetry 
Exfoliating memories 
From its ancient membrane 

In the merriment of a prenatal rite- 
I whirl on the floor of embers and nails; 
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The brutal infant pushes till my womb ruptures- 
Making a premature egress. 

Through the diabolic screams of the newborn 
The cosmos speaks out. 

A third eye winks on time's forehead 

Desire feeds on the marrow. 

Till the bones erupt mellifluous morbidity 

Elegiac pauses in our love lyrics 

An absent sky rains poetry of iridescence 

Pigments of music I blend on this palette 

Turn into shades of red 

Symphony of blood; heart's monotone; 

The gold dust your pupil sticks to my skin. 

The ephemeral jungle 
A solemn pre-death rite 
I kneel on feathers shed by words 
Bird songs flap in the glade 
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Feasting on the offal from my wasted sacrifice 
Verses breed like beasts. 


You and I die like fish out of the stream of silence 
Open eyed, suffocating on lexical sands 



Bini B.S: She is currently an Academic Fellow at Balvant 
Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other Fluman 
Sciences, Baroda. She was part of an OUP Translation Project, 
An Anthology of Malayalam Literature, which will be 
published this year. Her research articles, poems and 
translations have appeared in national and international 
Journals and anthologies including Poetry Chain, Kritya, 
Samyukta, ETC: A Review of General Semantics, JWS: A 
Journal of Women's Studies, DUJES, South Asian Ensemble, 
Kavyabharati , Korzybski And... (published by the Institute of 
General Semantics), The Virtual Transformation of the Public 
Sphere (Routledge), and General Semantics: A Critical 
Companion. Her collection of poems (with four other poets), 
A Strange Place Other than Earlobes: 5 Poets, 70 Poems, has 


46 



been published by Sampark, Calcutta. She is one of the 
editors of Anekaant: A Journal of Polysemic Thought and the 
Managing Editor of JCT (Journal of Contemporary Thought). 
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(digital painting by Borna Ghosh) 


STILLBORN 


I pushed it out of my belly, 
Breathless, 

I picked it up, a bloodied mass, 
Turned it over, 

Looked at it from all sides 
I twisted, stretched and crushed it. 
Does it grow? Does it shrink? 

Is it warm, cold, soft, hard? 

Then I tossed it out in to the sea, 

It was my child, 

Fathered by Love, 

I called it Pain. 
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Borna Ghosh: I am nobody, as Emily Dickinson would say. 
Every morning I wake up and start my work of erasing myself. 
Every night I go to bed having failed in that effort. Narcissism, 
Maya? Who knows what is it that keeps me chained within 
myself. 
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IN YOUR ARMS 

I shelter in the harbour of your arms, 

From the stormy strikings of spiteful sea, 

Your heartbeat next to mine, my spirit clams, 

As on my face you breathe tranquillity. 

Sailing for years for this, not knowing 

That you were my destination, kind port 

For me, heart's journey's end, love strong growing, 

A coastal flower to blossom-fire brought. 

The shore I sought over long empty miles 
Of time and space, the water-desert wide. 

The constant scouring for another's smiles 
Is all over, my ship docked at your side. 

I have left all ocean, and even sand 
To rest in delight upon your dry land. 
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LONE ROSE 

A lone rose blooming, 

Loved only by God and bees, 

In hidden corners, 

Petals of grace spread blessing. 
Unseen by the wider world. 



Christopher Villiers: I am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master's degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little poems! 
You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook page. 
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EXTINCTION OF THE PLANET 

We laugh at first 

Excerpt from a Journey of blood and tears 
When Songs of Love and Maps of Freedom 
Have undertaken to be revealed 
And only are correspondences; notes 
Quotes as wave lengths. 

Sun rods into mountains 
Hearing thrssh thrssh from the tress 
Rotting nebulae. 

Moon rides rivers 
Just being able to pick and go 
Objective characteristics 
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To the observance of geophysics. 
Are we seeing our extinction? 
Voices-- human crying 
Voices-animal, voices-plant 
But the Planet cannot sleep a wink 
Bushing over the stream. 
Voice-Life of Earth lives 
And we laugh at first 
Again. The same. 



Daniel de Culla (1955): He is a writer, poet, and 
photographer. He is also a member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Director of 
the Gallo Tricolor Review, and Robespierre Review. He's 
moving between North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, 
Spain. 
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A CHILD BETRAYED 

No one hears my cries 
when the stillness 
of the night holds its breath 
no one see the blind terror 
in my lifeless eyes 
no one hears the palpations 
of my terrified muted heart 
no one hears the 
suffocating screams 
struggling inside me 
no one believes 
the words of a child 

when darkness stealthy 
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hides the day 
the fearful night appears 
garbed in black attire 
rouses my frightened dreams 
I am afraid to surrender myself 
to blissful sleep 

I am afraid that if I close my eyes 
the ugly opportunistic nightmare 
will prowl into my dreams 
and cause me such terrible pain 

I am a terrified little child 
vulnerable, defenceless and trusting, 
trusting my guardians and protectors 
with the innocence of a child 
my child's trust is betrayed 
by the eerie fog that silently creeps 
like a phantom into my innocent space 
and with silent fury 
violates my fragile little body. 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and 
writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his 
poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers' Association, and Glorioustimes, India. 
He is the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 
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THERE ARE DAYS... 


There are days when I feel like a little child just hop-skip¬ 
jumping through life; 

And there are days when I feel aeons in my soul, battered, 
bruised and stuck here for all time. 


There are days when I really beam from within; I smile at the 
mirror, and the mother-in-law; the milkman, the driver, the 
petrol bunk assistant, the beggar on the road, the sweeper at 
the office; 

And there are days when I wish I could yell and scream for 
hours together - at nothing at all and everything. 


There are days when I go forth and own the spotlight; 

And there are days I wish I'd never get up; not go through 
this charade; just run away and hide - maybe six feet under. 
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There are days when I'm without a care in the world; with a 
jump in my step and a tune on my lips; 

And there are days when there seems to be no reason at all - 
to live; no meaning at all - in life; no happiness, no hope. 


There are days when everything's alright - all seems well 
with the world; 

And there are days when I tremble at the sickness and 
poverty, the hurt and heartache, the unfairness and the 
injustice of it all. 


There are days when the sun seems to shine down for me 
and me alone, the world turns for me, the birds sing for me, 
the coconut palm dances a shadow on the terrace for me; 
the rose bush blooms and the full moon sails the cloudy sky - 
just for me; 

And there are days when I feel lost - and really, really alone. 


There are days when I feel like the universal mother - ready 
to give my all and nourish every tiny bit of life - newly-wed 
pigeons, a pregnant cat, even an old bird seeking a place to 
die; 
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And there are days when I can't even bear to share my plate 
of noodles with a child. 


There are days when I can hear the eternal hum and see the 
secrets of the world - like the trees reaching across the road 
to kiss each other, their branches all wrapped in an arched 
embrace; 

And there are days when I obsess if I'm earning more or less 
than my peers; if I sold myself above or below the market 
price. 


There are days when I think I really am God's gift to the 
world; 

And there are days when I cringe in revulsion at my puny 
little existence, a pathetic excuse for a life. 


There are days when I'm charged with a sense of purpose 
and a drive to accomplish - something; 

And there are days when I do nothing but flip channels for 
hours and then wonder why my butt hurts. 
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There are days when it all makes perfect sense and I'm 
thankful for every second; for my parents and sisters and 
friends and relations; for a healthy body and a normal mind; 

And there are days when I panic that this is all there is and 
have to remind myself, to exhale, and breathe in again and 
get through minute by minute. 


There are days, 

And there are days. 

In the end, there are only days 
And only till, there are no more. 



Deepa Duraiswamy: Deepa is chronically afflicted by what 
she terms the 'something else syndrome' - the condition of 
always wanting to be doing something else. So it's fortunate 
her interests span from languages to lampshades, from 
history to hyper-accelerating galaxies. She is an engineer and 
MBA, attempting to work towards a PhD in Saiva Agamas 
when not running behind her toddler. 
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DARK 

In the fortress of illusion, hanging in the eternity, 

Seven billion children of destiny fight each other, 

To build their unique worlds, bounded in narrow lines. 

In the darkened alleys, under the shadowy sky, 

People look askance at all the passers-by, whispering in the 
ear, 

"Who are you, what's your faith?" 

As night descends and the darkness grows, 

More questions are raised, more daggers are upholstered, 
Thousands of worlds are destroyed, in a perfect unison. 

Faith becomes dogma, dogma becomes obsession, 
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People live with a nagging fear, 

"Shh...Who is your God? What do you eat?" 


The torchbearers are hounded from their heavenly abodes, 
Their liberties are defaced, their hands are chopped off. 

As the chant of majority grows with thumping notes. 


Seven billion fireflies die, seven billion dreams are mauled, 
Their lights are carried in coffins, veneered with dark, 

And the devils break out in dancing into satanic thralls. 



Dipankar Sarkar: He is on a continuous journey to discover 
himself and the mystery called life. He remains an eternal 
optimist with a never-ending zeal, in spite of the many 
battles that he has lost and few that he has won. 
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MONSOON RAIN 

grey cakes 
of baked land 
barren home 
to parched trees, 
leaves swooning, 
despairing 

bare, stripped, gnarled, 
branches play host 
to feathered beings 
crows, mynahs, parrots 
plaintive wails render 
morse codes of 
prayer 

from another world 
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come 


clouds of hope 
silver edged, 
fluttering, whispering, 
smells of rain 
wafting aromatic 
crystalline veils, 
teardrops of cool 
comfort fall 
amidst blue-green 
spread 

of peacock feathers 
and croaks 
of froggy delight 
tendrils sprout 
ridged jigsaws 
dissolve, 
sticky, muddy, 
sloshes of puddles 
joyously shout 


64 


a welcome 


to the 

merciful monsoon rain 



Fehmida Zakeer: She has been published in journals and 
anthologies such as Out of Print Magazine, Asian Cha, Rose 
and Thorn Journal, The Bangalore Review, The Four Quarters 
Magazine, Quarterly Literary Review Singapore, Everyday 
Fiction, Kritya, Pangea: An Anthology of Stories from Around 
the World, Ripples: Short Stories by Indian Women Writers, 
and elsewhere. She is based in Chennai. 
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How I love this tunnel stretch 
The darkness 
This speeding train 
The sounds 

This blindness and the wait 
For the light to emerge slow 
And the bright skyline 
In the end 

Everything dissolving 
Into the expanse 
Among trees and valleys 
Mountains and rivers 
If only I could fly 
And feel the space, 

The freedom, 
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Stretch beyond limits! 



Kasi haunts me 
After months. 

It is not just the picture- 
The silent Ganga, 

Ancient town, 

Relaxed sadhus, 

A pious brahmin 
Walking the streets, 

Radiant calm on his face, 

Or cows, crowds and crossroads, 

Or the cremation ghats 

The rich, the poor and the sick, 

All battling their way into nowhere, 
It is also not Shiva alone. 


67 




It is Life against Death, 

It is the nameless existence, 
And those kind eyes stay 
Following you everywhere, 
And say, 

"Look my child, this is me" 

I prostrate again and again 
Nothing to ask, 

I surrender. 



Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. She is married to Shreekumar 
Varma (Writer and Novelist) and has two sons, Vinayak and 
Karthik and a daughter-in-law daughter Yamini. She lives in 
Neelankarai, Chennai. 
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LET IT UNFURL 

There's no hurry at all, let's take it slow, 

The river makes its path, just let it flow, 

And the seed waits for the light, for it to grow, 

Let it unfurl, seconds, minutes, days, weeks, months or years 
, go ahead , sow!! 

The day begins, its light radiant even before you know. 

And birds chatter and sing heartily in the morning glow, 

Wait and watch each instant, it all happens, for the Sun shall 
throw. 

All of life to surge , it's rays touching all, in colors of a 
rainbow!! 

There's really no need to rush, stack your minutes to stow, 
Let the grass fill your yard in its beauty green ,no need to 
mow, 

Cast your dreams for your being, buoyant when the tide is 
low. 

And watch the red ball cast amazing silhouettes 
masquerading in a play of shadow!! 

Wait for your turn, for the time will surely surface , it's 
perfect moment endow. 

Although it seems forever for your dreams to realize , buried 
under snow, 


69 



Worries would thaw with hope and warmth comfort you in 
the afterglow, 

Let it unfurl, slowly,every little leaf, it's perfect pattern to 
show!! 

Let it unfurl, 

Your every thought in a twirl, 

Oysters of your mind a rare pearl, 

Waves racing in a perfect curl, 

Dreams and passions in a dervish swirl. 

Spinning in a timeframe windmills hurl, 

Everything just happens, let it unfurl!! 



Geethanjali Dilip: A Chennaiite at heart, she is a graduate 
from Ethiraj College and a postgraduate in French from 
Bangalore University. She is passionate about poetry, travel, 
teaching travel, gardening, interior decoration, and enjoying 
a deep spiritual connection with everything. She's been 
teaching French, freelance, in Salem for the past 34 years in 
schools and colleges, and at her centre, Zone Francofone, in 
Salem. Her family includes her husband, Dilip Narsimhan, 
daughter, Manasa, son-in-law, Ajay, granddaughter, Aarushi, 
and her parents. 
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She believes that life is a celebration and that all of us are 
bound by one single thread of love. 
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MY SHAD 

Your eyes glow 

Like a black flame 

Your hair is a shade of night 

Your nose is quite big 

Your fingers are 

Blunt 

A man's 

Your skin is brown 
But almost black 
But it's your mind 
That fascinates me 
You are cunning 
Like a fox 

Much faster than a plodding 
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Baying hound like me 
As I follow you 
Across green fields 
I can never catch you 
In your Pakistani 
Though I have learned 
To speak a little Pakista 
Like you 

Not Urdu though 
Your tongue 
Just enough Pakistani 
To half understand 
Your eyes 
My hapless Spanish 
Clatters clumsily 
As I try to explain 
But you understand 
Anyway 

As you hang your head 
In respect 


You lurk 


In the prison of a 
Kebab bar 
Frying in the heat 
As the spits turn 
Carrying out coffee 
For the guests 
Every move you make 
Means something 
And gradually I learn 
Pouring milk 
Carving meat 
Hoisting a plump kebab 
To spit it 
I marvel 

That you can talk 
With your body 
And not with your tongue 
I marvel at everything 
About you 
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Dearest 


I marvel 
Oh, I marvel 



Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World 
dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 
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LET ME IN... 

Let me into the realm of your thoughts 
Beyond the spoken 
And the felt 

Till I merge into the magnitude of your silence. 

Let me into the coolness of your touch 
A thousand births and deaths 
Being baptized again and again 
Till my name is lost in yours. 

Let me into your songs of triumph 
And your dirges of sorrow 
Looking at the world from a cliff 
Till I laugh and cry only with you. 
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Let me into the beat of your heart 

Your breath, your warmth 

Your proof of a life lived 

Till my river of thoughts flow into your ocean. 


Let me in on that spark in your being 
That exists in no-man's land 
That ignites a spark in mine 
Let me into your soul... 



Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer residing currently in 
Chennai. She works as Quality Analyst for language. Not an 
Earthling by any stretch of the imagination, where breathing, 
writing, living and loving lose their personal identity and 
present as one, she comes from that world...sometimes 
letting her pen lead her, sometimes leading her pen...It's a 
Pied Piper's tune all the way! 
http://glorysasikala.wix.com/ebooks 


77 




POETRY FROM MY BALCONY! 

Now, come on, why would I do such a terrible thing? 

Why would I want to do anything so unpleasant? 

Why would I recollect a scene that wrings my heart out? 

Why would I think of something bizarre, that drives my sleep 
away, 

Gives me that creepy feeling in my inner stomach. 

Renders my taste buds dysfunctional, 

And outright makes me feel wretched and guilty? 


Why would I remember that beggar lying naked on the 
street- 

Concave stomach, bleeding buttocks, a black forest on his 
head, 

Stubs in the place of limbs, and eyes in sunken sockets that 
do not see, 

He wasn't even chasing away the dogs and the fleas, 
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Who cares if he was alive or dead, better dead than alive? 

Definitely he belongs to another breed. 

It's not for me to stop or drop a coin in his tin; 

Honestly, where do I have the time to waste on all such 
things? 

Take care to roll up your car windows so he does not peep in, 

Lest his ghostly face gets stuck in your head long after he's 
gone; 

I'd rather wonder at the twinkling stars winking from the 
skies 

Or gaze tirelessly at the silver gay moon 

Playing an eternal hide and seek with the frolicking clouds; 

Why would I bother about the beggar on the street? 

I would rather enjoy the romantic summer rains, 

The coolness in the air, the freshness of the dancing trees! 

I am not going to let the beggar disturb my peace and 
complacence. 

By worrying about where he would take shelter 
from the gushing waters or the deafening thunders? 

Honestly it's not for me; the beggar is surely another breed! 
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I'd rather enjoy nature and write poetry from my balcony! 



Gulnar Raheem Khan: She is a post graduate in English, 
former officer of the Indian Bank, mother of two, and now, 
grandmother of three. She was the student editor of her 
college magazine. She has contributed to the Letters column 
of the Hindu, and the Arab News, and has written poems and 
articles for her Bank house journal. She cherishes her letter 
to the Arab News which won her the first prize in Topic of the 
Week contest, gul.fazl@gmail.com 
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EARTH 

The heavens laugh with radiance, at the earth's wild winding. 

Nothing but a celestial target of sublunary vapors and 
meteors 

Countless eons have passed, still marching under the fiery 
fading sun. 

A canopy of stars; Sheltered by mortal ephemeral clouds, 

Wandering uncertainly in the sky; floating timidly in the 
Ether, 

Ruined from the scratch; a kind of dead reckoning. 

Searching for a place in the dark blessed night; 

Till eternity fantasizing the stretched out realm, 

Beneath the shadows of the moon, 

Still measuring the distance run. 

Awaiting the end. 
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Irum Alvi, M.A. (Gold Medalist): She is a PhD presently 
working as Faculty in HEAS (English) Department, and 
Assistant Dean, Applied Sciences, Rajasthan Technical 
University, Kota. She is In-Charge, Professional 
Communication Skills and Faculty In-Charge, Training and 
Placement Department and has organized several lectures 
and workshops for the students. She has a professional 
experience of more than ten years in Academics and Training 
in the areas of Professional Communication Skills and Soft 
Skills. She loves poetry and arts and drama. 
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A SOFT SPOKEN HAIL MARY 


When you accidently learn words like 
divinity, 

with no corresponding prayer 

or have no clue what a Hail Mary is 

and why someone decides how many you do for what 

you attribute them to dance floors 

and dope boys. 


Certain things, like keys, 

are meant to be found, 

like the truth in the world. 

Not given before you're too young to understand. 

But what you know is church pews are uncomfortable to 
keep you awake. 
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Patient, like a Buddhist, 
with a body so full of soul 
& spirit. 

So much I could put it in a book. 

So much in all of us I do not see why we all don't. 

Hell bent on death, but not on rebirth 
we forget to cradle the body, 
we forget to light new candles in our temples 
when age, when rage, when vice blows them out. 



Jeffrey Blaine: Writing under the name Jeffanity, I am from 
the North Atlantic. I write to try to understand the world and 
our complex relationship with it. 
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GIRL STUMBLES IN MALL 

You walk on heels to the crowded mall 
On the tiles you trip and fall 
On your orange rain shoes light 
And blue jeans oh! So tight 
Your back pack gets soaking wet 
You swing it sideways to your breast 
Your hair gets wet and matted 
You aren't aware of guys besotted 
You furl your wet green umbrella 
What're you staring at old fella? 

Then you trip and stumble again 
In a puddle created by the rain. 
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You are a girl just out of school 
Here to date that awkward young fool 
Maybe he is not the boy for you 
You should go find someone new 
Perhaps he's not worth your while 
Nor is he of your station and style 
Does he hurt you and black mail? 

Does he tease, cajole, and rail? 

I follow you to the crappy food court 
In a sea of plastic; see him, wasted sort 
His hair like uncut grass standing 
P'haps needs soap and scrubbing 
Skeletal looks, pants slipping down 
Arrogance on face and on brows a frown 
In which social network did you find this ape? 
Looks like he does molest and rape. 

Well, he is not your type, so let him go 
Why do you hang on to these types, so? 
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Then I see you stumble, one last time 
Here's my opinion, ask for it anytime 
Don't end up a junkie 'cos of your choice 
He is not worth it, just take my advice. 



John P. Matthew: Writer, poet, singer-songwriter, and 
blogger John P Matthew was born in the state of Kerala, 
India. His first success as a writer was Penguin's world-wide 
short story contest "India Smiles" in which his short story 
"Flirting in Short Messages" was selected for publication in 
an anthology. 

His poem "Call of the Cuckoo" has been published by Poetry 
Rivals. He is working on his first novel and writing a book- 
length travelogue about his native state of Kerala. 
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'Bertie, 
Psmith 
and the Empress 


(i) 


"Oh dash it, Jeeves. This gentleman named Smith who just 
spoke to me wants me to give him lunch at Drones today," I 
said handing the instrument back to Jeeves. "He says he was 
expelled from Eton the same year I went there. Can you place 
him?" 


"I beg your pardon, sir. It occurs to me that if you are to 
proceed with your scheme for entertaining the said 
gentleman at your club, it would be prudent to know that he 
belongs to the category of men called monocled dandies, a 
fluent and witty speaker, and has a remarkable ability to sell 
the most disconcerting adventures unruffled. Rather 
unsuitable company for a mild not-so-quick thinking 
gentleman of your nature." 

My chin suddenly fell so far that I was incapable of speech. 
When speech returned, albeit reluctantly, in a slow limping 
way as if it was walking uphill with a weight on its head, I 
tried to give him a stern look and muttered, "Jeeves, please 
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get me one of your pick-me-ups. I can't have this bally 
hangover running like a drill through my head, the prospect 
of having monocled dandies for lunch and your unkind words 
to the old master all in such quick succession." 

My heart, already weak from the recent encounter over 
phone with a monocled dandy, began to beat the sort of 
rhythm you hear in Africa when the missionary is face to face 
with a starving lion, who refuses to let Jesus into his heart. 
So, when Jeeves came back with his magic portion on a tray, 
it was with incredible alacrity that I gulped the burning 
cocktail down, eyes closed as in a trance. His secret formula 
of raw egg, Worcester sauce and red pepper in an 
undisclosed proportion would embolden you in ten minutes 
for a summit with the African lion in his den. As Jeeves puts 
it, it is the Worcester sauce that gives the colour; the raw egg 
adds nutrition and the red pepper packs the bite. 

Tm sorry, sir. This gentleman spells his name P S M I T H, 
having added the P to distinguish him from other smiths. He 
says his P is silent as in psmug, psmile, psmall, psmell, 
psmoke, psmear, psmash, psmitten and psmuggler. 

"But Jeeves have you ever come across a silent P before?" 

"The P in the words like Ptolemy, psychology and pterodactyl 
is silent. But it's for the first time I'm coming across a 
gentleman's name starting with a silent P." 
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"I be bowled! Never knew those three words you said had Ps. 
You must tell me their meanings some other time. Now lead 
the frail frame to jackets and hats. Silent Ps are waiting at the 
Drones." 



Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala, is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, 
who believes in "simple living, simple thinking", welcoming 
enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, 
mountain, books, music and Internet and avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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THE DENSE FOREST OF WILD CLOUDS 

Tearing the sky apart, the light has found its way 

Through the dense forest of wild clouds 

Has it begun its hunting 

With the loaded rifle of photons 

Has it triggered the gun 

To wake up the sleepy flowers 

Swaying in the carols of poetic night 

To kill the morning dews 

Bluffing as pearls on painted leaves 

Breaking the sky of shielded glass 

Has the rain made the longest jump 

Leaving back records and medals 

Has it pierced its needles of medicine 

Of joy, of happiness, of dancing peacocks 
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Krishnaveer Abhishek Challa: He works as an Assistant 
Professor of English at Gayatri Vidya Parishad Degree and PG 
College (Autonomous), Visakhapatnam, India and is the 
Secretary of Linguistics Research Society, and was the CEO of 
Tao Educare. He has authored 23 books and published 67 
Research articles, poetry and book reviews in reputed 
journals, edited volumes and seminar proceedings. He has 
presented his Research papers in numerous seminars and 
was the Resource Person for many workshops. 
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MAGENTA 

On the outskirts of the Asian frontier 

A diabolical drone surveys 

The remaining inhabitants 

Of a lost island 

Now found 

In the midst 

Of a mineral dispute 

Men as always 

Trading 

their immortal souls 
for a bloody sapphire. 
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Mark Antony Rossi: His poetry, criticism, fiction and 
photography have appeared in The Antigonish Review, 
Another Chicago Review, Bareback Magazine, Black Heart 
Review, Collages & Bricolages, Death Throes, Ethical 
Spectacle, Gravel, Flash Fiction, Japanophile, On The Rusk, 
Purple Patch, Scrivener Creative Review, Sentiment Literary 
Journal, The Sacrificial ,Wild Quarterly and Yellow Chair 
Review. 


http://markantonyrossi.iigsv.com 
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URDU VERSION 

Vohi raaste hain 

sehmese aur khamosh, 

vohi chaurahepe umadti bheed. 

Vohi besabar kadmonka musalsal safar, 
vohi rooh dabochti raftaar, 
samundarki gehri sansoka karobaar aur 
retka bezubaan sustana bhi vaisa hi hai. 


Buss, aapki kilkilaahat nahin, 
dilke gumbaz mein aahat nahin, 
zindagike jalse mein daavat nahin. 
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TRANSCREATION IN ENGLISH 


The roads, embarrassed and silent, 
are the same. 

The same billowing crowds jostle at 
the crossroads. 

The same impatient steps in unceasing motion 
-even the ocean's business of inhaling and exhaling, 
and the tongueless lazing around by sand 
are the same. 

What is missing is your trilling laughter, 

the resounding absence 

of your light footsteps 

in the dome of my heart, 

and an invitation to 

the celebration called life. 
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Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 

multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats 
- whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who 
went from being a specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. 
Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on 
serendipity and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of 
subjects and topics. He was a very friendly Santa Claus. 
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MY DILEMMA 

Poetry, 

Isn't in me; 

I can't even try- 
I can easier fly! 

Prose, 

At the very thought 
I froze! 

History 

remains a mystery. 

To geography 
I prefer hara-kiri! 

Arithmetic- 

is worse than hieroglyphics. 
With Language a war I wage- 
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It's something I could never gauge. 

Science I find 
is such a bind. 

Astronomic school fees 
destroys my parents 7 peace! 

Oh, what shall I do 
these exams to get through? 

All the lessons are Greek and Latin- 
I prefer to sway in silk and satin! 

Yes, the catwalk Til take- 

But it shouldn't turn out a mistake! 

Much easier still 
To pick up a mike and trill- 
To rock and roll 
to music of the soul. 

But all that jazz and glitter 
may soon turn bitter! 

I think I am going to spend my semesters 

With my four-legged or feathered brothers and sisters. 

neither should I fail 
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my friend with the tail! 

Humans are such a bore 
They don't really care, you know! 
So I am going to work harder yet 
and I'm going to be a Vet! 



Minnie Tensingh: I think I have been writing from the age of 
10, contributing to the school and college magazines. Several 
prizes for creative writing and poetry competitions have 
encouraged me to keep at it. Reading is my passion and often 
distracts me from writing. 

Currently I am on the verge of bringing out a story book 
targeting children in their pre and early teens to encourage 
reading among children. 
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DRAUPADI 

Why is it that they tell me 
I do look dignified 
after such humiliations. 

My life full of such trivialities. 

I know this much, 

I am in Arjuna, and he in me, 

I am seeking release in the love of my lord— 
Krishna; 

And Kama—in a strange corner of my heart! 
One after another shock 
ensnaring me, like a China doll. 

I am not myself. 

I am not alone Arjuna's love, 
nor Krishna's 

nor even Kama's lone victim 
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nor the diadem-studded queen 
none of these I am. 

I embrace 'all', I bleed in 'all'. 

In the Kurusabha 

in my long clothes, my shame I armour, spread- 
eagling in all. 

This body I wear is not mine. 

Like the expansive earth, it encompasses 'all'. 
My five sons— 
particles of my blood 

I know not their roots. Yet I call them mine. 

I bleed infinitely in the lost identity of 'all'. 

I wish if I could distance myself 
from my own self and be lost in one. 

In Krishna, in Arjuna, or in Kama (?) 
in one, 

honestly I like to know 
what it feels 

to be absorbed wholesomely in 'one'. 

This is Kurukshetra — 
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the land of half-humans, demi-gods 
on this blood-torn land 
I cannot wail, nor can I sob. 

So my heart, 

like fire I play with you. 

Oh, fire! 

I am fire, 

I am born of fire, my life is fire, 

I know not, if my death be fire too !! 
Sycophants, one and all, encircle me 
sway and swindle me, sweltering my bones 
as if tickling me 

by putting one after another tiara on my head 
trying to heal my unlocked hairs—the 
Kurukshetra 
of the Pandavas. 

An illusion I am 

I suffer, I am the symbol of suffering. 

Even when I laugh with the cruel, hot blood 
ofDusshasana, I suffer. 
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And in the city of the dead 
I die hundred times in delusion. 

I seek release, I know not where— 
may be in all !!! 



Nandini Sahu: She is an Associate Professor of English in 
IGNOU, New Delhi, India. She is a poet, creative writer and 
literary critic; is the author/editor of eleven books, and has 
several research papers published in India, U.S.A., U.K. and 
Pakistan. Her areas of research interest cover New 
Literatures, Critical Theory, Folklore and Culture Studies, 
Children's Literature, American Literature and ELT. She is the 
Chief Editor of two bi-annual refereed journals, 
Interdisciplinary Journal of Literature and Language(IJLL) and 
Panorama Literaria(PL). 

www.kavinandini.blogspot.in 
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THROUGH THE FIERY HOOP OF GLORY 

The world's greatest trapeze artist 
Was in our town last week 
With his colourful turban, and fresh feats 
of increasing amazement. 

One, he could climb till the tip 
Of a greased pole. 

But that's not too impressive 
I've done it a thousand times, 

I bet you've done it too 
Climbing to the peak 
Of our towering anger 
Till the world looks smaller 
Than our words. 
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Two, he could jump off 

From hanging platforms 

With his hands tied behind his back 

And his eyes closed. 

But we have jumped off from cliffs too 
Screaming commentaries on love. 

And our love has crippled us in ways unknown 
And our love has always been blind. 

Three, he could catch swinging metal bars 
By his teeth 
Arch his soles, 

So he could swing even further. 

But we have held burning lies in our lips 
So close to our faces, 

And never flinched. 

Our souls are arched under the burden 
Of unfinished conversations 
That we carry, as penance. 
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Four, the trapeze artist takes a final bow 
At the end of his show. 

But our act goes on and on 

Again and again 

To love and fail 

And to love all the same. 


Endlessly. 



Nilesh Mondal: He is currently pursuing an undergraduate 
degree in Power Engineering. When he's not overwhelmed 
by the intricacies of engineering, he lets himself sink in a 
quagmire of unfinished stories and unwritten poetry. 


You can look him up on Facebook, or follow him on 
Instagram @hungover.hamlet, where he makes a fool of 
himself often. 
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A NATURAL MIRROR 

A sun-kissed moon in a star-spangled sky- 
a cosmic mirror. 

How true is the face you present though... 
all silvery-grey and pockmarked? 

What secrets lie beneath your shadows? 

Staring up at you, feet firmly planted on the ground 
surrounded by the gentle susurrus of nature 
trying to understand exactly what you are... 

I rack my brains and sift through the corners of my mind. 

Suddenly I figure it out! 

A mirror reflects what it does not absorb... 

Making me wonder why? 

Why you show us the face you do? 
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BEAUTY AT NIGHT 



Darkness has started to strengthen its hold 
over the sun's fast fading purple light, 
as temperatures fall, it starts to get cold. 

The inky, jet-black canvas of the night 
with millions of bright, twinkling little stars 
paints the sea a hazy silvery white. 

Dolphins playing in the waves, oh so far! 
Boat sails being buffeted by the air. 

The beauty of this scene nothing can mar. 

Standing on the seashore with not a care 
imprinting this wondrous scene in my mind. 
For eons I gaze at this scene so rare. 
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Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Integrated Immunology 
from the University of Oxford who like reading books and 
travelling. She is an accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer and 
has given many performances. She loves any form of creative 
writing (especially poems) and writes them whenever she 
can. 
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IT STARTS WITH THE MIND 

If you can doubt 
and will always ask, 
or you know 
and will gladly tell; 

If you are wrong 

and would acknowledge it, 

or are right 

and wouldn't frustrate it; 

If you can fear 

but will give faith a chance, 

or you worry 

and would let 'prayer' know; 

If you can love 

knowing it won't be returned, 
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or would never hate 


knowing only excuses make you too; 

If I am me simply because I accept it 
or you can be you and I can accept it; 
then- which is of utmost importance, 
there will be peace. 

Peace is possible 

first; by the little things we do 

then, the other things also... 

If you have been in existence 

or are just from a trance 

then, you should give peace a chance. 



P 1 

Oluwatosin Olabode who goes by the pen-name 'Double_ST' 
is a Nigerian, a Christian, an idealist, a futurist and a lover of 
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art. He is a speaker, spokenword Poet and a blogger. Though 
a graduate of Biochemistry, he enjoys writing with a passion. 
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Sweetened idiot, 

Laughable clown or 
The down trodden wench... 

There is this particular way 
People like to treat you 
Once you have flittered 
Inside their cage 

And let them feed off your vigour. 
The day your conscience 
Casts its magical grace 
And makes a swan of you 
See those ravens fly far away 
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When we come into this world, we arrive with a little suitcase 
which contains behaviour, characteristics, attitude and the 
like to see us through this lifetime. Over the years, we may 
discard what no longer fits us for new ones or we may simply 
cling to overused ones that serve no purpose and leave little 
space for the novel. But how many of us know what do we 
have in our luggage? Not many of us have looked through it 
because the moment we arrive crying, we are soothed into a 
rhythm of living that is best for the people we are around. 
Our feelings, emotions, needs are useless things that were 
locked away because they hindered what was deemed best 
for us by the circumstances we were born into. 

A lot of people believe that the occult is just about the 
future. I believe it is greatly about exploring this little 
metaphor. By doing so, it gives great insight on how to take 
strengths from one level to another; get acquainted and 
comfortable with the paradoxes and negativity in one's 
nature. See your life transform when you do so! 
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Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by profession and 
I see every day it is hard to be honest in a brutal world that 
demands the best fagade even at the cost of one's inner well¬ 
being. Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting 
secret battles and we are not the only ones in pain. I love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my writing 
more. Thus the dominating theme of all my writings are 
conflicts and triumphs of the same. I thank each and every 
one who has encouraged me to better my expression. 
Gratitude for reading! 


116 



MULTITASKING 

Multitasking , some of you are proud of 
I call that a Sin 

Remember if your surgeon multitasks at the Operation 
theatre 

or a Priest multitasks at the Prayer 
or a Lover multitasks while making love 
thinks of another person 
while making love to you 
You are at risk. 

Your actions are wholesome 

considered intentions 

planned executions. 

even that Coffee you love 

does not taste good 

while you multitask drinking Coffee, 
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Think of your self in the Shower 
start Multitasking then 
Shower loses power. 


any action, big or small, 

voluntary actions excluded 

your Mind executes desire of the Heart. 

Be wholesome in all actions. 

Do, do, Do me with your whole body and Mind. 



Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire courts 
Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays 
published and Performed.Autism Advocate and Pioneer in 
the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 
Velvi is one of the winners from India in the Ourbetterworld 
Good story pitch. Soon there will be a film on Velvi and 
Velvi's work on Drama for Autism. 
http://www.ourbetterworld.org/goodstorypitch/winners 


118 





© Can Stock Photo - cspl5372351 

A CHILD AT THOUGHT 

I'd like to run out in the rain 
And splash in the deepest puddle 
But Mommy says I can't today 
My room is in a muddle 

I'd like to climb the tallest tree 
Small ones are just bores 
But Mommy says I can't today 
I have to do my chores 

I'd like it if, just for once 
I could do just what I wanted 
No Mommy calling "Not today" 

I'll end up really stunted 
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But then again it's for the best 
I know it deep inside 
My Mommy knows what's best for me 
I think I'll run and hide. 



Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became 
a professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was 
awarded a Fellowship of the Society of Environmental 
Engineers. He has two sons and a daughter and 3 grandsons. 
He has written a number of technical papers, which were 
published internationally, before turning attention to writing 
poetry, short stories and a children's novel. He also founded 
The Young Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin 
Child," which is available through Amazon, Barnes and Noble 
and at www.elfinchild.com 

In December 2013, he was diagnosed with terminal Motor 
Neuron Disease. He spent the last years of his life 
concentrating on raising awareness regarding the disease. 
Philip G. Bell passed away on October 8, 2015. 
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THE GIRL IN YELLOW 

Once she walked, it is said, 

On our flats' own flower bed, 

Full of girls who never clicked, 

For Sandy hoped and Proby tricked. 

On a slow and boring party night, 
The girl streaked bright, yellow light, 
She strode across our stolen glance. 
Quieting the gaze and advance. 

When Santu said she could find, 

The girl who'd left us all behind, 

Our hearts echoed a tender tide, 

To try, to bequeath a priceless pride. 
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In tufts we trail the yellow girl, 
Enigmatic sparkle, wave and curl. 
The next time, we sure can tell, 
As an ant its sugar, a frog its well. 



Prasanna H: I have lived in Villivakkam, Chennai all my life. I 
live across the street from where I was born. I have had the 
company of some exceptional people all my life like my 
grandparents, parents, brother, relatives, school friends, 
college mates, office mates, home boys and girls and the 
Glotimers. When I am not hanging out, I read, watch movies, 
start things I won't complete, listen to music, be angry, 
frustrated, blissful, hyper and dancing. 
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I AM DARK SKINNED... 

Is my talent defined by color 

Is my employment based on complexion 

Is it in the religion you forsake me 

Or is it in the law that you desert me 

I am dark skinned so what 

I am educated, I am loved 

Color is only skin deep 

I am dark skinned so what 

I can make you laugh till you stomach pains 

I will be there when it rains 

I am dark skinned so what 

I believe in equality and not racialism 

I believe in love and faith 

I am dark skinned so what 
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Content of the character matters 


Not the color and if color matters 
So what If I am dark skinned? 

Prescilla Caron: I was born and brought in the Queen of hills, 
Ooty. I did my engineering from Sathyabama University. I 
occasionally love to write poems and paint. I am a voracious 
reader. Guess that's me. © 
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FOR MY FATHER, HIDDEN IN THE STARS 

Is that you up there? 

Weaving celestial spheres, 
rolling balls of fire into their 
rightful places so they'd shine 
brighter than ever before. 

Do you remember the night 
when you pointed out the 
brightest star in the sky and 
named it after me? 
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I need you here to tell me it still 
exists, that it did not shed its 
layers one by one and dive into 
the oblivion 


You've been gone for long now 
and I can't keep track of the stars 
anymore. 



Priyesha Lobinha Cdo: I am a creature of the dark, like a 
firefly. People of light, who have never been brave enough to 
face it don't understand it and hence despise it. Does light 
not blind you as much as darkness does? The fireflies know 
better, they owe it to the night, it's what makes them so 
beautiful. 
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NARCISSUS DOES THE MIRROR ACT 

In a river mirror/mirror river, I am rippled 
shredded and strewn by rock faces. 

In a sea mirror/mirror sea, I am spiked 
skewered and sunk by shark teeth. 

In a pool mirror/mirror pool, I am gobbled 
pebbled and frothed by shagging pricks. 

In a room mirror/mirror room, I am denuded 
poked and buggered by shadow lights. 

In an eye mirror/mirror eye, I am miniaturized 
made tiny by flies and circled by organic orbits. 
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In a mirror mirror/mirror mirror, I am l-ed and eyed 


I eye / eye I. 



Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English translations 
of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest (from Malayalam) 
and Waking is Another Dream (Sri Lankan Tamil Poetry) and 
for Anthologies of Dalit literature published by OUP and 
Penguin India. Published poems in magazines, journals and 
anthologies. He is one of the five contributing poets to the 
anthology, "A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes" (five voices 
seventy poems). E-mail: shankeran@gmail.com 


Blog: bonoboland.wordpress.com 
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What is the taste of a poem unfinished? 

No, it can simply not just be the bitterness of a chewed pencil 
end, 

tinged with the disgust of a flake of paint. It must be more. 

I figure there is some of the thrall of coffee, 

the excitement of the conceit pat down. 

The tomato red shame of an old poem that is beneath 
today's sophistry 

(And the richer embarrassment years later 
that I used 'sophistry'). 

Maybe some cigarettes, for the half stanza moved forward, 

Or rum-and-coke for the two stanzas viciously scrubbed out, 

The paper not just crumbled but incinerated in the acrid 
smoke of despair. 


129 










The ink of mixed metaphors runs through them all, 

With the memory of Ms. Filomena's unimpressed glare. 

The freshness of a new word from the yellowing dictionary, 

And the squeezed lemon of a cliche resorted to. 

The bittersweet coarseness of the suicidal rope is known to 
all (Or is it), 

And that sugar rush of the redeeming word, 

That is completion. 

A celebratory Cabernet? No hold on, 

There's more chewing left on that pencil. 

Closure never happens to a poem, but sometimes deadlines 
do. 



Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He moonlights as an award¬ 
winning copywriter by day and daylights as an award-wanting 
poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology course, 
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running two literary clubs, astronomy, the occasional trek, 
some peer counselling for suicide prevention, and learning 
languages in between. He thinks he is funny, but his friends 
vehemently disagree. 

Facebook: 

https://www.facebook.com/raameshgowriraghavan 
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ON THE TEETH OF WHEELING DEATH 

On the twangs of wheeling painful Death 
Something sparks, silent and steadfast, 
What you call this painful paradox. 

A rehearsal of mix of pages, you revisit now. 

Verdant broccoli, just unpacked, now 
In its saucepan,boiling with spices, 

Now looks as if keen on going back 
To its stem and clan. A vain yearning. 

It is the gardener's fault, 

Owner's treat, its angst. 

Woe to the Creator 
It bemoans with certitude. 


132 


Take break, go back to this life 
Of fallen foliage and shrinkage. 
Your delve into philosophy 
Continues with assemblage of facts. 

There is reverberating Life, craves 
Not for reprisal, but for redress. 
Many a sage and many a saga 
Have unleashed, encrypted this 

As Death Wish. Again this is 
a penitential cry for a feel 
of deeds, represented by your 
dictates of emotion and empathy. 
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S. Radhamani: She was born in Madras, did B.A.English 
, obtained M.A.English from Venkateswara University, 
Tirupati, did her doctoral thesis on W.H.Auden's Plays, 
subsequently obtained PGDTE from CIEFL (Hyderabad). A 
Professor of English with 31 years of teaching experience in a 
post-graduate and research institution, published four books 
of poems and one book of short story, widely published and 
anthologized, guided M.phil research scholars and PhD 
candidates, and a reviewer and critic. Also published poems 
and short stories in many websites, presented papers in 
National and International conferences. 
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ODE TO THE MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMAN IN THE WORLD 

today i'll pour all my purity 
on these parched pages 
'cause this one's for you - 
the woman with the 
most beautiful heart 

you're pure like a prayer, 
birth summer in your eyes, 
speak with a calmness of a church 
and smile like a bloom of 
a ten thousand red roses 

r\j 

you gave me your heartbeat 
hugged me with your smile, 
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some days my favorite foe 
next day my three am friend 
your unparalleled perfection 
makes me rich 


i wish i could bend the sky 

under your pillow, 

place the world 

in the crack of your palms 

and be your falling star 

every single time you make a wish 


thank you mom, happy birthday! 



Rajesh Jethwani: He was born in Madras and has done his BA 
in economics. He now takes care of his family business and 
has his own online store. His love for tea resulted in a 
beautiful tea house he now runs along with his best friends. 
He loves train journeys, photography, eating out and playing 
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cricket. He loves writing and reading love poems. His poem 
was first published last year in South Africa. 
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ENCOUNTER 

Last evening, 

I saw you 
After a hiatus. 

And there was 
An implosion.... 

Our eyes 
Locked together, 

Just as our bodies had 
So often. 

For an evanescent moment 
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I saw 


In your eyes 
A glint 

Of the searing passion 
That had torched my being. 

We stood staring 
Like 

Strangers on a train 
Sizing each other up 
Before starting 
A conversation. 

I felt a tug 
On my arm, 

Like a reluctant canine 
On a leash, 

I followed 
My present owner. 


139 


I looked back 


For one last glimpse 
You too had turned 
A half smile 


On your lovely face 
Was it empathy 


Or pity 


I'll never know. 



Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, almost 
as many awards and translations into several Indian and 
foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he is 
working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel Plant. 
He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his website is 
www.ramendra.in 
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A POSTHUMOUSLY PUBLISHED POEM 

These days 

The most recurring scene 
in my dreams is- 
A busy railway station, 
in an unknown town 
where trains 

regularly arrive and leave. 

An electronic voice announces 
the arrival of a train. 

The platform becomes 

Crowded with a premonition 

that is casual during the times of catastrophe. 

People enter and exit the train 

Systematically. 
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As the train leaves- 


Silence creeps into station 
And occupies the land and sky. 

The platform becomes 
A metaphor of emptiness. 

Silence becomes 
A historical fact- 
Till the electronic voice 
makes the announcement. 

This cycle continues monotonously 
As the trains regularly arrive and leave 
Like a recurring monophonic melody 
in a classical raga. 

I count the number of trains 
That arrive and leave the station 
In every dream 
So that, 
when I die 
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I won't confuse 


Sleep with death. 



Ro Hith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published in 
various online magazines, including Muse India, The Four 
Quarterly, Istanbul Review, Kritya, New Mirage Journal and 
print magazines like Kavya English, which was applauded and 
complimented by various senior poets. Currently, he is 
working on his first book of poems, which will be published 
shortly and an online magazine that deals with progressive 
poetry and translations from various Indian languages. 
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Life is a tale 
We listen to it and 
Leave it saying-"it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound 
And fury-signifying nothing. 

But 'No' 

'Never' 

It is a song, lyric and a saga. 

If we hum it from the lips of 
HARMONY, 

It is an Ecstasy 

If we dance in its magnificence- 
Forgetting our BEING. 

It is an OCEAN 
If we plunge into it, 
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We'll never find its Bank 


Nor its Depth; Nor its Edge, 

It is unfathomable 
As LOVE 
As EYES. 

As the Blue SKY 
It becomes a flower 
If we sow it in the field of LOVE, 
It becomes a star, 

If we look it into the sky 
It becomes a PEARL. 

When it drops from the 
Tear-laden Eyes of- 


JOY. 
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Shaleen Kumar Singh: He is a poet, critic, reviewer, translator 
and editor. He has several research papers, articles, poems 
and reviews published in esteemed journals, magazines and 
news papers of India and abroad. He has edited several 
books on criticism. At present, he is editing the ezine 
www.creativesaplings.com. He is Assistant Professor and 
Head, Department of English at S. S. PG College, 
Shahjahanpur (U.P.) 
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OUTLET 



Oh ye window of my life, hearken my words 
You bring me light from the skies and afar 
Through you I grasp the world beyond me 
Tainted your panes be, I stumble ignorantly 

When I shut you, the veils of heart dissolve 
Like earthly springs, eyes of my soul open up 
Discovering myself, I dive deep into infinity 
You are the lamp that enhances my beauty 

Oh ye love, you express my inner heart 
Innate, you show me world's darker sides 
I whine in pain, I blame you for the tears 
Alas! sans pain how come I know joy 
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Oh ye window of my life, hearken my words 
You parade the cruelty of life before me 
You reveal me the beauty in everything 
Oh my outlet, I love you, my dearmost eye 



Shalini Samuel: She is the author of Singing Soul and comes 
from India's southern tip. She started her writing journey as a 
blogger. Poetry was her unfulfilled dream then. She explored 
poetry and slowly started learning the nuances of it. Apart 
from writing she also works as freelance editor. Her poems 
have been published in various online and print magazines 
and anthologies. She has edited few novels. 
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WE LIVE IN A STRANGE WORLD 

We live in a strange world, 
really strange it is 
always ever changing 
rapidly day-by-day. 

Globalization at its peak 
resulting in the inter-connection 
of people across the globe, 
with different nationalities. 

But are ignorant about the 
people next doors. 

Are we really human? 

Or have become digitalized clown. 
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Shamenaz: I am Shamenaz, a PhD in English from University 
of Allahabad with specialization on Sub-continent Women 
Writers and a teaching experience of 12 years. I resides in 
Allahabad which is my birthplace and a city very close to my 
heart. I have a passion for reading and writing which is above 
all anything for me and recently I have develop an interest in 
poetry and have published many poems in E-journals & 
magazines in India. I am a great nature lover and love to 
write poetry based on it but I also like to write on various 
issue relating our everyday lives. I have presented papers in 
Seminars/Conferences all over India and have published 
papers in many refereed journals in India and abroad. I am in 
the Editorial board of journals: Literary Miscellany, CLOJ ( 
Cyber Literature, Research Access, Expression, The Context & 
IJRHS ( Jordan). I am the Guest Editor of 'The Context' 
Volume 2, issue 3. I have served as a Chairperson of Women 
Cell of my College, AIET & Cultural Incharge, AIET since 5 
years. I am a freelancer, who writes reviews, articles & blogs. 
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TRIUMVIRATE 

tripletting from our own heads 
we brought them forth as gods; 
wiseheaded, river-berating, caressmiling-- 
universes in a three-palm, 
mantranting priests, born-grown-died 
and vapourised again, 

recognised the cyclic vision of being and nonbeing-- 
contemprying sages, all of us. 
filling empty pages, 

shivering with the icicles of birth that will, 
in the end, puncture life away, 
in the aggloomeration of joyous dark. 
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Shreekumar Varma: He is an Indian author, playwright, 
newspaper columnist and poet. He received the R. K. 
Narayan Award for Excellence in Writing in English in 2015. 
He is known for the novels Lament of Mohini, Maria's Room, 
Devil's Garden: Tales Of Pappudom, The Magic Store of Nu- 
Cham-Vu and the historical book for children, Pazhassi Raja: 
The Royal Rebel Born as HH Prince Punartham Thirunal of the 
Travancore Royal Family, he is the great great grandson of 
the artist Raja Ravi Varma and grandson of Regent Maharani 
Sethu Lakshmi Bayi, the last ruling Maharani of Travancore. 
He is married to Geeta Varma (poet, teacher and columnist) 
and has two children, Vinayak and Karthik. 


152 



another man's blues 
i ain't got much, 
i ain't got nothin' 

I ain't got nothin' but another day without you 

i ain't got the sunlight 

i ain't got no clouds 

i ain't got nothin' and I ain't proud 

the day is crawlin 

through a dusty storm 

I keep on waitin' 

I been waitin' and waitin' 
since i was born 
I ain't got hope 
I ain't got words 
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I ain't got nothin' but another day without you 

I ain't got moonshine 

I ain't got smokes 

I ain't got nothin' no tears or jokes 

the night is crashin' 

through my meanest dreams 

I keep on waitin' 

I been waitin' and waitin' 
still don't know what it means 
I ain't got friends 
I ain't got cash 

I ain't got nothin' but another day without you 
I ain't got light 
I ain't got dark 

I ain't got nothin' so I'm gonna bark 

the day in cornin' 

i feel it in my bones 

we'll be together 

instead of all alone 

i ain't got nothing 

I ain't got much 
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but I know you're out there, baby 
I almost feel your touch 


I ain't got nothin' 

I ain't got much 

but someday baby, I'm gonna have you 



Stephan Anstey: That guy on the train, the one in the 
restaurant, the one you almost remember, but forget you 
knew him, writes poetry, paints pictures and says more than 
he should more often than is prudent. 

http://anstey.org/ 
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THE WOMEN 

The genesis of life, the mother of origin 
The greatest of goddess, the abundance of blessing 
The strongest ever exist and weakest at heart 
The kindest to friends and toughest to enemy 
The loveliest to children and indifferent to stranger 
The enigma even God want to comprehend 
The complexity in character no one may understand 

& 

The simplicity like a child 
The women!!!!!! 
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LET'S PUT HUMANITY FIRST 


Being a vegan, meat-eating seems peculiar to me 

Today I have to voice out my support for beef eating 

It's no more about food of choice 

Or eating animal but killing of virtue called humanity 

Blindness of foolishness has blurred our thoughts 

People oblivious of core of common religious virtue 

Accusing each other based on faith and shrewd politician 

devouring it 

Let's rise above this triviality and annihilate the evil of hatred 
Let's join our hands to make this world a place worth living 
Before the time for correction evaporate 
Let's put humanity first!!!! 
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Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less traveled and being 
myself. 
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HER FLIGHT 

Her dreams soared high like a kite in full flight. 

Colourful and bright, tail fluttering in delight. 

Gusts tumbled her, carried her hither, 

Pulled her thither, swept on in gay abandon. 

Winged by wind billowing; now soaring, now diving, 

Joyously high-fiving, sky and the capricious wind. 

Doubts made her dance, swoop in an exhilarating twirl, 

A horizontal pirouette propelling into the stratosphere. 

She tugged impatiently, at the tether that diligently 

Held her Earth-bound; this was the limit, she found. 

She pulled and heaved against that umbilical cord; 

Ambitions urged her to fly high, grab those dreams fleeting 
by. 

She stilled for a while, looking back at her fetters; 
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Sky waited breathless, for her decision monumental. 

Dreams transformed, ambition driven, she caught the slip 
stream, 

Flung herself onward, to discover what fate had in store. 

Tethers strained, tattered, lost; her fetters that were, 

Watched her swiftly fly, a speck in the great blue sky. 

Sadly they foretold of her foul end, crushed on forked branch 
or barbed fence, 

Colours fading under merciless sun; bleeding away in a 
simple rain. 

As do all stories, hers too met its destined conclusion; 

But after an intoxicating flight quenched her thirsting 
resolution. 

On her last breath, life images flashing. 

Recalled whence life could've been long and safe. 

Happily, smiling she died. 

Loved ones by her side; 

The Flight, for regrets, too well valued; 

Unfettered to new realms now she flew. 
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Sumita Dutta: She is a photographer and the proprietor of 
Adlsh Photo Art. She has a degree in Fine Arts (Painting) from 
Chitrakala Parishad, Bangalore. She loves writing both poetry 
and prose. She resides in the southern end of Chennai with 
her two sons, her father, a cat and a dog. Find her blog at: 
https://zippythoughts.wordpress.com/ 


161 





Exit 

a Dry leaf 

Kissing the green ones 
on the way down 



Just like soap bubbles, 
colourful and transitory 
this life 



the day we die is 
the birthday of 
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eternity 



Make time to be yourself, 
We only have time 
to be happy 



Thileepan Manikumar: He is a HR professional, currently 
resides in Trichy with his wife Cathy and an arrogant cat, 
Sling. He is sincere, friendly, curious, ambitious, and an 
occasional liar. He is a man with a dream. A very simple 
dream, mostly including bikes and beers. But a dream 
nonetheless. 
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DON'T BEEF WITH ME! 

On my return from a land afar 
In the customs hall 
I got into a flap 
When they opened my bag 
They hauled me aside 
And made a strict inquiry 
Holding up a jar they said, 

'What is this Bovril? What is extract of Beef? 
Are you smuggler of Beef? 

'Extradite him!' shouted the senior 
Before they split his spleen 
Doesn't he know in Dadri they 
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Lynched a man on suspicion of eating Nalli Nihaari 

They got his goat, later forensics said all he cooked was goat 

No beef was found but they had slit his throat. 

The custom chief was mad shaking my jar of Bovril he said 
'In India shining no beef dining.' 

When he put down the jar he wiped his hands so hard I 
thought he would skin them down to the bone. 

Thank God on the flight I ate chicken not beef, 

Or in this land of no beef they would sue me for my shit. 

But the dung really hit the fan when on further snooping 
around a bottle of gin they came upon They all screamed. 
'You heathen you demon even in alcohol you are drinking 
beef?' 

'Off with his head, Off with his head. Even his Daaru is 
Beefeater Gin, Hey Ram!!!' 

So they deported me and my bags and in immigration of the 
country I landed, under purpose of visit I wrote. 'To relish 
Bovril and drink Beefeater Gin I come.' 

With a grin the immigration officer said 'Welcome, Welcome. 
We have no Beef with you here!!' 
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Tushar Arun Gandhi: Who audaciously thinks that a typing 
software on his smartphone makes him a writer. Invisible ink 
should have been invented for me. 

Since I am a Gandhi, my book, 'Let's Kill Gandhi!' got 
published in 2007. Have been struggling to write a biography 
of Us Gandhis for the past few years. A few more stories 
struggling to emerge from my atrophied mind. The word 
mediocre was invented for me. I believe I am funny, wish 
people would too. My life's report card is written in red ink. 
My saviour is the legacy I have inherited. I am because of my 
Great Grandfather. 
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AGE 



Cobbled streets, slithering into the darkness 
Of a manmade blackness. 

Gleeful cries of children relieved suddenly from leashed 
home study 

Pierce the smog of an addled brain 

Searching the past for some meaning to its existence. 


Somewhere the cooing of a pigeon in its cote, 
Transports me to another plane of thought. 
Smells of the corner sweet shop mingle with 
My memories of another similar day 
When the pigeons cooed happily, in joyful play. 


When youth held great promises, I foolishly trusted 
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That time's wrinkled hand could not touch me. 


The sun shone brighter, the moon bewitched 

In its daily changes. Stars twinkled more merrily then. 

Heavy eyelids blind it all. I am dreaming again 

Carefree song on the evening breeze, no melody even, 

But my feet are already tapping to a forgotten beat. 

Chuckling quietly lest insanity show, recalling the favours 
Maidenly blushes bestowed! Ah my Lancelot, where are you? 
Just one old trusted walking stick now adorns my hands. 

Now the spoons tumble unchecked to the ground, 

Pity picks them up again. The TV's on to pass the time, 

While all I need is to be free to think as I may. 

To chuckle,or weep or snigger, to miss my pals, or 
Just enjoy my life's story like a movie replay. 

I've done my share of laughing, I've laughed at everything! 

In joy or sorrow, in loss or gain, laughter drove me ahead 
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Like I know nothing else could have. Even when pain held me 
down. 

And I despaired of a forgettable morrow. I am quiet now. 

I would laugh at you too, advancing AGE, but they'll say it's 
Dementia! 


I've lived as long as I've wanted and then some more, 

Now all I want is to just lie down and go. 

Age has crept upon me unawares, and caused the decay of all 
I know. 

No familiar smiling faces from the past, no crying ones either. 

My portrait is now ready for the wall. All I want is to lie down 
and go 



Usha Chandrasekharan: She is a believer in the power of the 
universe, in the power of positive energy, in the power of 
words, in the power of good intentions. She has two children 
both of good literary prowess, both creative in their own 
way. 
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YET ANOTHER FALL 

I remember that season with you 

It was our favourite time of the year 

There I was- quoting Proust 

And there you were -watching me 

Riveted by the scarlet canvas 

We created a rhapsody on the bed of orange 

Crunchy and rustling was our passion 

Just like those leaves 

The air was nippy 

The forest on fire 

I remember the winter being 'close enough yet far'- 
A little like what we have become today. 

Come the month of shifting seasons 
Another autumn will waltz in 
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And that for the record will be- 


Yet 'another fair without you 



Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative possibilities 
beyond the ordinary. She has done her masters in History 
from Lady Shri Ram College and her Diplome from the 
Alliance Frangaise de Delhi. 

She is a French teacher in a couple of schools and private 
institutes and also translates for various publishing houses 
and corporates. An active member of various quiz clubs 
across Delhi-she has a soft corner for Kolkata where she 
spent her childhood. Her various passions include singing, 
playing the piano, composing music and participating in local 
antakshari competitions. She describes herself as a 
dreamer...a wanderer and a certified incurable romantic...the 
romantic moorings worsened with all her fancy French 
studies. Poetry for her is her stress buster -her flight of fancy- 
and strangely - what keeps her rooted too. 
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AMIDST MELODY AND RHYTHM 

Spot lights on. 

10 years of dancing, 
yet every performance 
felt like the first one. 

With memories overflowing, 
she spins. 

5 years old. 

Her feet wobble, 
parents enthralled, 
her eyes fear-struck. 

With her heart chuckling a little, 
she spins. 
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10 years old. 

Her toes grip the floor 

elegantly, 

eyes seek her 

best friend in the audience. 

His shoulder senses her nostalgia, 
she spins. 

15 years old. 

Longest ever muscle pull, 
her first scar, yet the 
smile never faded away. 

With butterflies in her stomach, 
she spins. 

20 years old. 

This is where she is, 
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carving every second, 
flowing like a river, 
spinning into eternity. 



Vasanthi Swetha: She is a 2nd year Economics student who is 
extremely passionate about the art of poetry, dance, reading 
and dreaming, and she believes that every poem that she 
writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 
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DON'T BE OUR FATHERS 

We are not your children 
We don't know you even as strangers 
Then who do you to take our patent? 
Don't be our fathers. 

We have one in our homes 
Many in our bloods 
And many more to live with 
They are the ones 

Who always want us to be with them 
Look, they don't want any title to love 
Don't be our fathers 
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We don't want any children to be their fathers 
We are fathers of our own children 
And children of our own fathers 


So don't be our fathers. 



Vimeesh Maniyur: He is an established bi-lingual poet, 
novelist and translator from Kerala, in India. He has three 
volumes of poetry and a children's novel in his credit. He has 
also penned stories and dramas. His poems were translated 
into many of the Indian languages. He has bagged many 
prestigious awards such as Culcutta Malayali Samajam 
Endownment, Madras Kerala Samajam, Muttathu Varkki 
Katha Puraskaram etc. for young writers in Kerala. Email: 
vimeeshmaniyur@gmail.com. Address: Vimeesh Maniyur, 
Maniyur Post, Kozhikode, Kerala, India 673523. Mobile: 
919349658538 
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APART OF NOTHING 

Standing out 
Looking in 
I can see 
There is nothing 

Stepping in 
Looking out 
I can see 

The moving crowd 

The crowd 
A part of me 
The self 
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Devoid of me 


Distant from self 
One with the crowd 
Making myself 
Falsely proud 


Stepping out 
Looking in 
Slowly I become 
A part of nothing.... 



Vinay Virwani: A marketing guy by profession, I can't help 
but try and convince you that a particular brand of detergent 
powder can really change your life! 

And while you may choose not to believe me, at least I ended 
up telling you a story! 


178 


Alas, while the breed of storytelling marketers is fast getting 
replaced by number-chasing, profit-making, excel sheet 
enthusiasts, I write....to continue telling stories.... 

A misfit perhaps, in a rapidly format-driven, number 

crunching world.but a misfit who has successfully blended 

in....:) 
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MY FIRST KISS 

The wait of an eon ended, I stood outside her door 

All alone was she at home, whilst the world did loudly snore 

The open door beckoned me in, I stepped in with high 
emotions 

Curtains drawn around a swirl of wind, she hurried me into a 
commotion 

Bang closed the door 

Hearts racing with the tic toe of the clock, we simply stood 
staring 

Thankful to the diminishing proximity, and the solitude we 
were sharing 

She ran across the carpeted floor, and hugged me like her 
teddy bear, 
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Not letting go, not hurting though, I too held her close to my 
air. 

As I savored the sweetness in her breath, and the inebriation 
of her cascade long 

I admired the innocence in her smile and the rhythm of her 
closed eyelid's song. 

I waited so long for this moment, belonging to each other in 
the twists of love 

I took her lovely cheeks between my palms, and pecked her 
temple high above. 

She dreamt still, with her eyes closed, and i loved her more 
like never before 

I ran my fingers through her hair, she woke up, and I drank to 
her vision's core 

I bent down and our noses cuddled, I planted a peck on her 
rosy lips 

Like all firsts I was on top of the world, and drank on my 
possession in mini sips. 

Sweet kisses, make your knees go weak, and the heart grows 
strong and loud 

You blush, you smile, you laugh aloud, of each other's 
company you do feel proud, 
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Heavens ring aloud in unison, the melody of a zillion divine 
bells, 

With cupids stab and the turn of fate, your chest in pride 
does swell.. 

My first ever kiss. An unforgettable memory, for ages yet to 
come 


My first ever love, though no more, most special for all my 
lives to come. 



Vishak Chadrasekharan: Baker by day and Poet by night, 
Vishak lets his personal experiences decide the course of his 
pen on paper to come up with the most Vivid and brutal 
expression of Life situations everyone goes through. He uses 
his ability to connect to people emotionally to put those 
experiences on paper and enables others to look at the world 
through their eyes. He currently runs and partners a Cafe in 
Coimbatore called V's and pens down poems and dark Stories 
during the little free time he gets. 
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THE DREADED NIGHT! 

The dark dreaded night 
haunting memory so close. 
Ghostly tale; so scary 
nightmarish a hap; 

I suppose. 

In memories still alive, 
a palace so deserted. 

Not a solitary soul 
wandering even remote. 
Wondered thou I 
no sign of life; 
why 

meets the curious eye! 
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Sudden rumble 


gasping the soul aghast. 

"No worry, thee", 

Uttered the charming voice 
Gowned lady. 

Drape as long; 
as eyes can last. 

Hours so momentous 

lasted our countless conversation. 

"So admirable, your abode!", 

exclaimed thy soul 

with earnest intention. 

"You live a life, I envy 
Why? 

"Live life in such privy?" 

Busted laugh, a thunderous roar 
Out of sight, the lady 
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all a sudden 


with a lightning galore. 

Stars shaped in words appeared 
twinkling bright. 

"I Lived a life." 

"Lonely though.I Lived LIFE!!" 



i i 


Vishal Ajmera: He is a Business strategy consultant working 
with a reputed MNC in Mumbai. Professionally, strategy and 
finance are his area of expertise but over the last few 
decades Vishal has developed a penchant for poem dating 
back to his early school days. In a poet's avatar, he is an avid 
writer with composition of poems across all genres especially 
romance, philosophy, psychology, nature, human life etc. 
With compositions of over 1,000+ poems across different 
languages (Hindi, English & Gujarati) and genres; Vishal's 
work has been greatly appreciated by both national and 
international authors/ poets of repute. With an intention to 
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scale his 'poetic fervor' to the next level, Vishal is currently 
working towards contributing to international anthology 
publications. 

If not busy with his professional commitments, easy to find 
Vishal at his 'poetic chair', penning dreams into words :). You 
can reach him at vishalajmeral@gmail.com. Happy to 
connect!! 
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SCARLET 

The journey, arduous, long and dreary, 

Never, not once, not ever fazes me, 

I climb mountains tall, cross rivers mighty 
Not even the brightest shine of noon dazes me. 

I whisper, I talk, I laugh and I cry. 

I bestow all that I have to all those that seek, 

Except you, there is nothing at all that I hold dear, 

Save the sight of nature from the edge of the creek. 

I live a life of pugnacious desire. 

Ready to move beyond any obstacle or pain. 

The fire of ambition, tempered by the waters of hope, 

Keeps me going until the hope of holding your hand is real 
again. 
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Surely, even you know then, it must not have been 
moonlight, 

It was not a touch of sunshine that caused me to shed that 
tear, 

Nor the memories of home and loved ones far away, 

And one with nothing to lose certainly has no fear. 


It was because you came and went without as much as a 
thought for me... 

But the experience of knowing you gives me such joy and 
pain, 

For the memory of your beauty is enough for me to pause my 
journey, 

And lose myself unto time, over and over and over again... 



Vivek Shivram: My life is a poem, a beautiful one at that. I 
live in one of the most happening cities in the world. When I 
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live out my life as a Consultant for a blue chip firm, the 
energy of Canary Wharf is mine to claim. And when I seek 
refuge in poetry, the Surrey Countryside opens up to me. 
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PELICANS 


Slowly circling, 
the pelican 

drops like a stone 
into water. 

Then climbing the 
air, he stops, and 

with a single 
motion of wings, 

glides on the wind. 
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William P. Cushing: Born in Virginia, Bill Cushing grew up in 
New York, attended school in Pennsylvania, began college in 
Missouri but quickly found himself back in Virginia and New 
York as well as Florida, Maryland, Texas, the Virgin Islands, 
and Puerto Rico before moving to California in 1996 after 
earning an MFA in writing from Goddard College in Vermont. 
Fie now teaches college English classes and lives in Glendale 
with his wife and their son. 


191 




192 

























fa Min 
oho 


photographs^^!! 


? 


boots came batik 

raw 


raw 


All words in each piece are harvested from a particular 
chapter or page of the Pulitzer prizewinning novel One of 
Ours by Willa Cat her, Knopf 1922 as follows. 

Battle Book 3, Ch 4 p 216. Big School, Book 1 Ch 16. Black 

Snow Crusts, Book 3 Ch 7. 



Winston Plowes: He lives aboard his floating home near 
Mytholmroyd. He regularly teaches creative writing and was 
Poet in Residence for the Rochdale Canal Festival in 2012 and 
The Hebden Bridge Arts Festival 2012-14. His first solo 
collection of surrealist poetry Telephones, Love Hearts & 
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Jellyfish, Electric Press is out this winter. Winston is also 
inventor of the worlds first (and possibly last) Random Poetry 
Generating Bicycle, the 'Spoke-n-Word'. 
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